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Abfalom and Achitophel, 

piblijhed to {hew the Loyalty and Integrity of the POET. 


NDnoW’tis time for their Officious haft. 

Who would before have bom him to the Sky 
Like eager Romans e’rcall rites were paft. 

Did let too foon the faered Eagle fly._ 

Though our beft Notes are Treafon to his Fame, 
Joyn’d with the lowd Applaufeof publick Voice, 
Since Heaven the praife we offer to hisName, 

Hath rendred too Authentickby its Choice. 

Though inhisPraife no Arts can lib’ral be, 

Since they whofe Mufes have the higheft flown, 

- Add not to his Immortal Memory, 

But do an Act of Friendlhip to their own. 

Yet’tis our Duty and our Intereft too. 

Such Monuments as we can build to raife. 

Lead all tile World prevent what we ffiould do. 

And claim a title in him by their praife. 

How lhall 1 then begin or where oonclude. 

To draw a Frame fo truly circular ? 

For in a Round what Order can be Ihew’d, 

Where all the parts fo equal perfeft are > 

His Grandeur he deriv’d from Heaven alone; 

For he was great e’re Fortune made him fo. 

And Wars like Miftsthat rife againft the Sun; 
l Made him but Greater feem, not Greater grow. 

I No borrow’d Bays his Temples did adorn, 

1 But to our Crown he did frefh Jewels bring; 

I Nor was his Vertue poifon’d foon as born, 

I With the too early thoughts of being KiBg. 

I Fortune (that eafie Miftrpfsof the young, 

I But to her Antient Servants coy and’ hard;) 

I Him at that Age her Favorites ranck’t among, 

I When llie her beft Lov’d Pomp did difcard. 


He private, mark’t the Faults of others fway. 

And fet as Sea-marks for himfelf to Ihun, 

Not kke raffi Monarchs who their youth betray 
By Ads, their Age too late woul d wilh undone. 

And yet Dominion was not his defign, ' 

We owe that Bleffing not to him but Heaven, 

Which to fair Ads rewards unfought did joyn; 
Rewards which lefs to him than us were given. 

Our former Cheifs like Sticklers in the War, 

Firft fought t’enflame the Parties, then to poize. 

The Quarrel lov’d, but did the Caufe abhor. 

And did not ftrike to hurt, but make a noife. 

War, our Confumption, was their gainful Trade, 

We inward bled whilft they prolong’d our pain. 

He fought to end our Fightings, and Effaid 
f To Jlanck the Blood ly breathing of a Vtin. 

Swift andrefiftlefs through the Land he paft, 

Like that bold Greek who did the Eafl fubdue. 

And made to Battle fuch Heroick hafte. 

As if on Wings of Viftory he flew. 

He fought fecure of Fortune asof Fame, 

’Till by new Maps the Ifland might be lliawn. 

Of Conquefts which he ftrew’d where e’re he came; 
Thick as the Galaxy with Stan is fown. 

His Palmes though under weights, they did not ftand ; 
Still thriv’d, no Winter could his Lawrels fade. 
Heaven in his portrait lhew’d a Workmans hand. 
And drew it perfect yet without a lhade. 

Peace was the Price of all his Toy Is and Care, 

Which War had baniflit and did now reftore, 
Bolognia's Wall thus mounted in the Air, 

ToJeat themfelves more furely than before. 
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Her fafety refcued, Ireland to him owes, “ . < - 
And treacherous Scotland to no In’treft true; . . 

Yet bleft thatFate wjiich did his .Arms difpofe. 

Her Land to civilizeas to fubdue. 

Nor was lie like thofe Stars which only fliine. 

When to pail Mariners they Storms portend, 

He had his calmer Influence, and his Mein 
Did Love and Majefty together blend. 

’Tis true, his Courit’nance diet Imprint an Awe; 

And Nat’raJIy all Souls jto his did bow, 

As wands o'f Divination downward draw. 

And point to Beds where Sovereign Gold does grow. \ 
When pafl. all Offerings to Pheretrian Jove, . r 
He Mars depos’d, and Arms to gowns made yeifd;^ 
Succefsful Councels did him foon Approve, 

As fit for clofe Intreagues, as open field. 

To fuppliant Holland he vouchfaft a Peace, 

Our once bold Rival in the Brittifh Main, 

Now tamely glad her unjuft claim to ceafe. 

And buy our Friendilfip with her Idol gain. 

F ame of th’aflerted Sea through Europe bhwrtf 
Made France and Spain ambitious of ins Love, 

Each knew that fide lhuft Conquer he would own, 
And for him fiercely** for Empire ftrove.. 

No fooner Was the Frenchmans Caufe'embrac’t, 

Then the light Monfitur the grave Don outweigh’d. 
His Fortune turn’d the Scale where it was call. 
Though Indian Mines were in the other laid. : 

When abfent, yet we conquer'd in his rig’ ■ 

For though fome rneaner Artifts Skill 
In mingling LoKnrs crfli placing light, 

Yet all die fair defignment was his own. 

For from all Tempers he could Service draw, 

The worth of each with its allay he knew. 

And as the Confident of Nature faw. 

How the Complexions did divide and brew. 

Or he their fingle Vertues did furvey, 

By intuition in his own large Breaft; 

Where all the rich Ideas of them lay. 

That were the Rule and Meafure to the reft. 


fhown. 


Becaufe it dreynsthem when it comes about, 

And therefore is a Tax they feldome pay. 

From thi? high Spring our Forreign Conquefts flow. 
Which yet more Glorious Triumphs do portend. 
Since their Commencement to his Arms they owe. 
If Springs as high as Fountains may afeend. 

Hemade us Freemen of the Continent, 

Whom Nature did like Captives treat before. 

To nobler Preys the Englilh Lyon font. 

And taught him firffin. Belgian wal^s to ro&ri - 
That old unqueftion’d Pirate of the* Land; 

Proud Rome with dread-the Fate of Dunkirk heard, 
Andtrembhng wifiit behind more Alps to Hand, 
Althougfrap Alexander were her Guard. 

By his Command we boldly croft the Line, 

where Southern Stars arife. 

And H C i l-t GoId unt0 the Mine, 

And that which brib’d our Fathers made our Prize. 

yet own’d a foul above* 

The higheft Acts it could produce to Ihew 

ui;m^°i? r .r eC fe nick Artsin Publick move, 

Whilft the deep Secrets beyond Pradice go. 

u ° r ^’ d his ebbing Fame went Iefs 

But when ftdh Laurds cdurted him to live ’ 

He feem’d but to prevent fome new Tuccefs 
As if above what Tryumphs Earth could give. 

His fateft Viftories ftili thickeft came. 

As near the Center, motion doth encreafe, 

P re h down with his own weighty Nat 
DicLUketht^cflal under Spoils decreafe. ^ 


^ When fuch Heroick Vertue Heaven fetsout, 
i^Tlie Stars like Commons fullenly obey; 


But firft the Ocean as a Tribute fent. 

The Gyant Prince of all her watry herd 
And thlfie when her protecting Genius went 

Upon his obfequieslowdfighsconfer’d. ’ 

No CivjjBroik havefincehis Death arofe 
But Faftion now by habit does obey • 

And Wars have that refpectforhis renn^ 

As Winds for HalcyonsVhen th/yT^d at Sea. 
His Alhes in a peaceful Urnfhall reft 
His Name and great example ftand to” fhow 
How ftrangely high endeavours may be bleft 
Where Piety and Valour Joyntly go . 7 ’ 


T He Printing of thefe Rhimes Afflitts me more 
Than all the Drubs I in Rofe-Alley lore. 
This flows my naufeous Mercenary Pen 
Would praife the vileft and the worft of men. 

A Rogue like Hodge am I, the World will know it, 
Hodge was his Fidler, and /John his Poet. 

This may prevent the pay pr which I write; 

For I for pay again(l my Conference fight. 

/ mufl confefs fo infamous c, Knave 
.Can da. no ^Service, though ikeJjumllefl Slave, 


POSTSCRIPT. 


f Villains I praife, W Patriots accufe, ") 

My railing and my fawning Talents ufe; i 
Jufl as they pay I flatter or alufe. \ 

But I to men in Power a Turd am fti/t 
to rub on any honefl Face they will. 

Then on He go, for Libels I declare, 

a j no more than w orJl of Foes He hare C 

And all this I can do, becaufe I dare ^ \ 

He who writes on,and Cudgels candefie. 

And knowing.heel be beaten ftili writes on, ami. 
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